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An Open Letter to Father Oscar Hub er 
(Who administered the last rites to President John F. Kennedy) 

Oh, Father, I am so sorry you don't remember my children and me. Richard Warren 
writes': aUth ° r ° f ” The Scaven S ers " < New York World Journal Tribune, 1/22/67^ 

'r-I 116 ^ rie8 rl^ the Very Rev> ° scar Huber, pastor of the Holy Trinity 
Church in Dallas) denies ever meeting Mrs. Martin or having any 

knowledge of such a wound (over President Kennedy'^ left eye). " 

L e WvemW^2 hil l d qA4 n 21 ' Ter6Sa 15> Steven 12 ' Mike H > interviewed you 

h _, pn 3 i n f. 22 ,’ 1964, at whlch meeting you detailed for us what you thought to have 

ouoL °T ° VCr P J esident Kennedy's left eye on November 22, 1963 (A story 

The rh id° U lD uT rd a PP eared in the H/24/63 Philadelphia Sunday Bulletin ) 7 

Jt Dealefprazr ol, ^h ?-°"! ^ DallaS pur P ose of honoring President Kennedy 

(a SundaJl^t vonr l * v "J annivar sar Y of his death. We attended mass that day 
(a Sunday) at your church; I introduced myself to you as Mrs Mark Martin th» 

r,£\.° ‘uZTLZr ?' \ ouah ™ a - 

On a desk vL llJ J I hall , where we f sat and for at least twenty minutes. 

Un a desk you had a number of copies of an article you had written called "President 

Kennedy's Final Hours. November 22, 1963, » and you told us you wanted very much 
„ 0 D * en a °P y . t0 Mrs - Kennedy, but that you were hesitant about approaching her 
Do you think it would be a good idea?" you asked. You were concerned about 

t0 the ann j versary postmark on the envelope. We assured 

I°ed (yTu th^ a n y 8 Se 7 e history - your thoughtfulness would be appreci- 
ated. (You then gave us a copy of your article which we still have. ) FP 

Pre^iLn^v you d ® sc i ri r bed for os what you thought to have been a bullet wound over 
sident Kennedy s left eye. "I took the sheet down to his nose " you said "and 

e®e W rtold I a lnime K iate } y th ° Ught to be a bullet hole on hi s forehead, Ibove his left 
; 1 J® 1 ? a oomber of people when I got back that this must have killed him but 

seen^s a Mood Till ^ ^ be J ind him in the buildin g- so I knew what’l had 
seen was a blood-clot. "No; no one has come to see me about it. No one. " 

t ab ° Ut yOUr boyhood. You told us the sight of the President's 

of Dies and were a ere f y ° U because as a y° un g man you had participated in the slaughter 
P g and were accustomed to seeing blood M all over the nlarp " Vmi a F , 

sisi zist once a,K ” ded ' conci “ di " s: " z: Tt c v igh . Y oT^d d „: s "; bed 

How can you deny, Father, that you met us or that you described for us what von 

sue, sssifrs ,a 

mS r F ^ 

,D * U - 300 ' 000 c ° p ‘" ) in which h ' wiu 

Consequently, Father, your denial of the children and me may lead to trouble vet 
"joitt^jalist. dCCUat ° med '° C3Ued " a "’ ei,h " br«Pri.« « .HoU^d , * t - 


(Mrs.) Shirley Martin 
Owasso, Oklahoma 
cc: 500 
2/14/67 
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